A  PRODIGIOUS  MAN

Lane invited me to meet Broadley at lunch in order to
discuss the matter of illustrations for my translation.
Broadley was a man of prodigious size. Arriving one
day at Lane's in a hansom, he tendered the cabby his
proper fare. The man looked at it and grumbled.

'Well,' said Broadley, 'it's the right amount for the
distance, isn't it?'

'Yes,' said the man, 'it's right enough for the distance,
but look at the weight!'

At this time Broadley (who used to call Lane 'honest
John' with rather an offensive emphasis on the 'honest')
was taking some kind of pill after his meals as an
aid to digestion. Whether they were a homoeopathic
remedy or not I do not know, but they were excessively
minute, certainly no bigger than a pin's head. Un-
fortunately in shaking it out of the glass phial in which
he carried them, he let one of these precious pills fall on
to the carpet. Broadley insisted on finding it. Lane
whispered to me that we must humour him, and for a
good five minutes the elephantine Broadley, Lane,
myself and the waiter were down on our knees groping
about for this ridiculous pill. We never found it, and
Broadley was plunged in gloom.

I was particularly anxious to translate Romain Hol-
land's Jean Christophe^ and did everything in my power
to prevail on Lane to acquire the rights. My efforts
were unsuccessful and that formidable task was eventually
performed by Gilbert Cannan. Lane said it would not
have 'paid7; and I imagine he was not far wrong.

When the unhappy Chapman found himself confronted
with the task of reducing the heterogeneous productions
of the translators of Anatole France to some level of
general excellence, he succeeded, but the burden broke
him. His brain gave way under the strain. It turned
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